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BEING   AiQItOlCEJRrQXl/K^^lON  OF 


CELEBRATED' ISIEW  SONGS 


NAMELY, 


The  four  Saints 
Parody  on  Pray  iQoody 
.  Jack  Monro  '   '  " 
The  Blackfmlth 
Thfe^tinlcei''^  '  ' 
A  Cobbler  there  was 
Maggy  ti^'iider 
Nobdd^  coliiing  to  marry 
me 


O  what  can  the  matter  be 
.Muirland  Wiilie. 
I'be  Bafiiful  Wooer 
Sally  Grsy 
Banks  of  Shannon 
The  Maid  Qf  Caftille  . 
Sadi,  the  Moor      r  -  ■ 
How  haid  is  the  Fate  of 
all  Womankind 


Inflamed  by  music  soldiers  fight, 
Inspir'd  by  music  poet«  yvrite  ; 
5n,IW  Cji^^sic  cari  heal  fh%  lover's  wounds, 

cji4m  fi€^ce  rage  ^y  gentle  sounds ; 
Phil6^h^:9fttempti  in  v^iii 
Wh#t»|T^u,sic.ca^^ 

IN  THE  lcflin^^«?Cfcm.*^M:AkETy  NEWCASTLE  j 

MPhz^tixi^'lai^  dnd  cUriom  Cdllectibn 
Y      ofSofijTs,  BaUad^,  Xales,  Histories, 
Also  SchooHria^eKjKh-^s'feook^'^^^ 


TM  FJ^UR  SAINTS. 

OWhpe  4e  the  tliffs  whi<;h  fair„  Albfc^ 
Bonny  St.  George  and  the  Dragon,  O  ! 
Thy  bof0m  the  ocean  from  which  flie  sirofe, 

Bonny  St.  George  aitidL  the  Ekragon,  O  I 
St,  George  was  the  hero  of  all  the  brave  knights, 
She  ch^tft  ais  the  cham^oia  and  guar d  of  her  iJghts  ; 
He  indented  life's  balfam  and  golden  dixir. 
And  conquer'd  a  dragon  as  fierce  as  eld  Nick,  Sir. 
From  foreftallerfi,  that  nean^  he  gave  AMon  relief; 
Firft  brew'd  good  Pctober,  j^nd  rpaft^d  fat  beef. 
O  bonny  St.  Gdorgfe  and  the  fcr agon,  O  ! 
O  boany  St.  George  and  the  Dragon,  O  ! 
G  bonny  St.  George  and  the  Dragonj  G  ! 

O  fweetly  the  harpers  of  Carribria  play, 

At  hydd  y'  nos; 
And  TaflF,  look  you,  taeces  on  Tavid's  g6od  dkfi 

,..    Arr  hydd  yV nos ; 
TaS^  plood  it  is  no1>!e,  ani  ancient  hur  race, 
And  hur  pedigree  plain  as  the  nofe  oil  hur  fafgf,., 
And  liUr  pedigree,  &c. 

Ari"  feyd  y'  nos. 
And  St  Tavid  he  taught  her 'mong  other  go 
To  make  love,  and  leek  potl^M^rm^  ^^^^^^ 

Welch  rabbitV 
To  be  prave,  and     ferying  hur  fnerid  not  to  wincey 
To  love  hur  gpp'd.  kls^^       to -hpB©?ijr  hue  jprince. 
A  leek  in  hur  hatmoreiifc^  Savidf  P^l^^ 
A  leek  in  hur  iiat  wre  St*  Tavid,  0 1  ^ 
A4e^  in  bur  hat  wore  St.  Tavid,  O ! 

0  canty  and  braw  are  fam*4  Scotia's  lads, 

B}ey  fQr  the  oroft  of  -Sr,  Andrew,  O I 
Wi'  their  bonnets,  their  ^rews,  ^nd  their^  ht^w  t^^n 


Hey  W  the  ctoft  of  St  A^S^^^pi 


f 

St.  Andrew,  gucje  troth,  w.as  a  ftn^  lesrn^d  phieP,  . 
Then  he'd  Hit,  pliy  the  pi^es^  ind  yr^M^  dance' a 

'       good  reel  ; 
W?"  his  Tnticfck  ferrar a-  lie  gart  the  foe  whiftle, 

Sing  hey^  for  the  crofs  of  St,  AcrdrieW,  O  ! 
Wi'  his  mw<:k!e  ferrara  he  gait  the  foe  WhiflS'e,  " 
And  kept  them  in  awe  o^^  the  national  thiftle. 
His  precepts  to  follow,  nae  Scotchman  would  lag, 
Eccejignunty  prqud  GalHa's  invincible  fl%* 

Hey  for  tije  crofs  of  St.  Andretw,  O  !  ^  x 

*  ;HeT  f?*^  J^he,  crpfs  of  St.  AAdrej.|5r,  O  !  v  J 

^'feley  for  the  crofs  of  St.  Andrew,  O^! 

O  green  are  the  fielxi^  Erin  chofe  for  her  part,  fir, 

Erin  ma  vourneen  ^  fays  Paddy,  O  I 
And  green  is  the  ftiamrock  fo  dear  to  her  heart,  fir, 

Erin  ma  vsarneen,  fays  Paddj,  O ! 
St.  Patrick's  the  ehiid  of  her  o^  dearest  hopes,  fir. 
And  bulls  he  invented,  but  not  like  the  Pope's,  fir: 
-And  green  is  the  fhaiijrbck  on  which  her  keartdotesi 

^oEriQcmafvaiirneerj,  fays  Paddy,  O  I  *  0 

O  he  lov'd  pretty  g iris,  and  rich  wines,  arxd  good 

Aod  tha  fainjs  *hat  do  mtj  muft  be  furely  great 
finners: 

Then  for  figjiting,  arrah !  he  was  born  thro*  a  «iiiMni 
With  a  twig  of  fiiiiielah  tuck'd  under  his  arm, 

Etih'poyTOaroe^n;  fays  Faddy O  I  !T 
^:  E|iti^fffi2^  amuTHeeo,^  fe^ 

Englifli,  Welch,  Scotch,^ ^ad  lyifnj^  joip  b^n4sij  ,^nd 
all  fing. 

Like  the  bundle  of  ftick^  Jn^  the  faWe,  O  ! 
May  the  Shai^rof  k^      .^jf  pfe,.  and  the^L^ek,  and  the 

Role,  ""  1^^^^-;^    /  :\  :  =  . 
And  our  FQ?j)^^r{|:^,  for  emblems,  that  each  ©f  thra 
chofe,  ' ' 
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plouria  lia|)py  and  long,  live  like  fifter.and  htoih^ti 
^ince  botK  all  the  four  haVenow  married  each  other!' 
Our  foes  ftnd  their  match  when  each  firxgly  they  takcTj^- 
But  our  union's  a  firm  all  the  world  cannqt^^r^k^; 
Like.tjh^e  bundle  of  flicks  in  the  fable/^J,^'       -  v 
Like  the  bundle,  &c.  ^ 

« Farody  on  Pray  Goody. ' r  ry<^^ix^yu^^ 

Tuefday  I'd  a  liotidaj^  I  wetit  to  fee  t^e^pliy, 
^    And  I  tp<bk  my  fw^iEtheart/P()lly;by  fidej 
Unt©  the  fliilling  galfery,  to  fpend  the  time  away, 
A.  bqttle4)f  goqtd  gin  t  did  provide.^  ^  . 

^  ^^"hk  i  rr-i^a  mill 

Cock  up  play,  nofeyj;  ai)^rTi«o v  km  si\  ^ 

A  Barber  near  5in^-vh  ^t" 
He  did  jeer  jne, 

Twig  the  Tailor,  lie  cried. 

Ohi  *Mr  Barber j  pleafe  to  moderate  the.  ranscoucJof 
boor?  ryour  tong-uei  • .      :  ■/-.iS-.q  t^^f^-'^  i?J  O 

Why  flalh  thofe  fparks  of  fury  Iron? ;your  eyes  ? 
Ob  I  remember,  I'm  a  tiny  man,:  and  :5nou^  ace  l^ei^ 
ftrong, 

i'ilA:^yor,  a  tailojf,  why  would  you  deljpife  ?  >  iT 

The  next  a  drunken  Cobbler,  he  us'd  me  very  ill, 

He  puU'd  my  little  tail,  whitkgavecme  gareal:  pain; 
He  kifs'd  my  fw6ethearjC>iEoily ;  and  what  firas  woifer 
ftili> 

Why>  Polly,  (he  kiffed  him  again. 

Why,  fir, 

Says  r,  fir> 
You  make  tob  free  with '  I,  fi r  I 

Hold  your  clapper. 

Or  I'll TAp  yotir  nappit,  ' 
Thus  he  faid  to  I,  fir. 


Ohl^'Mr  CoBbt-e^,  pleafe  to  moderate  thfe  rancour  of 
-your  ton^ub,  '  '' 

Whf  flifh  iliofe  fparks  of  fury  from  your  eyes  ? 
Oh !  remember  I  fmell  very  fweet,  ^lud  you  fmell 

very  ftrong : 
I    A  t^ilori^J^,tai|t>|^^^  you  defpife  ? 

I  Jack  Munro^ 

IN  Chatham  town  there  Iiv*d  a  worthy  mei chant 
.  .-..^  -  ;man, 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  as  you  ftiali  underftirjd  ; 
This  lady  (he  was  courted  by  many  a  noble  knight, 
But  there's  none  but  Jack  the  failor  could  gain  her 
heart's  delight. 

Could  gaioj  £cc. 

;Hfr  waiting  maid  (landing  by,  unto  lier  father  went, 
,  And  told  him  the  whole  fecret,  his  daughter's  vVhole 
I      .     intent  :  ; 

I  He  called  on  his  dau^^hter  with  pride  and  difdaln, 
[Saying,  Good  morrow,  Mrs,  Frazer  !  this  .was  her 
I  true  love's  namei 

Sis  this  the  news,  my  daughter,  that  I  have  heard  of 
thee  I 

Young  Jack  he  ijiill  be  preffed,  and  you  cosfiaed  be. 
It'^  here  is  my  body,  you  may  it  then  confine, 
But^there*s  none  but  Jack  the  faiior  can  gain  this 
heart  of  mine-. 

It's  here  is  twenty  guineas,  I  give  it  unto  thee, 
If  tfhat  you'liprefs  young  Jack  to  the  wars  of  Germany: 
Jae^k.  is.  on  board,  with  a  fore  and  troitbled  mind, 
For  tfefe  Mvjng  ^of  his  country,  and  his  darling  clbfe 
confinM. 


6 


As  Jack  has  gone  on  board,  him  no  more  will  I  fee, 
I  will  wed  at  your  dispofal  if  you  will  fet  me  free : 
It's  now  Cbe's  iet  at  liberty,  diefs'd  in  man's  array, 
Leojcing  for  an  ofl^cer  to  carry  her  away. 

Your  name  we  muft  have,  fir,  before  on  board  you  go: 
That  y©u  (hall  have  quickly,  it  h  Jack  Monro , 
This  lady's  gone  on  board  with  a  lore  and  troubled 
mind. 

To  land  on  French  Flanderis  it  is  her  whole  defign. 

Now  (he's  landed  over,  reviewed  for  to  be, 
Standing  in  her  ranks  her  own  true  love  (te  did  fee  ; 
She  flcpped  up  to  him,  and  thus  to  him  did  fay, 
By  the  features  of  your  face  an  Engliihnian  you  be» 

If  that  you  are  willing,  whatever  {hail  betide, 
1*11  be  your  loving  comrade,  and  lie  down  by  your 
fide. 

The  drums  they  did  beat,  8c  the  trumpets  founded  long 
Unto  the  field  of  battle  they  were  called  along. 

She  fought  en  with  valour,  fte  fought  courageoufly. 
Till  a  bullet  from  the  French  caus'd  her  darling  down 
to  lie; 

She  fought  on  with  valour,  (he  fought  courageoufly* 
Till  two  privates  and  an  officer  that  day  by  her  fide 
did  die. 

The  officers  took  notice,  and  unto  her  did  fay, 

For  the  valoiir  you  have  fhewn  preferred  you  fliall  be; 

A  major's  commiffion  on  you  we'll  beftow, 

And  you  ftaay  piilh  your  fortune,  brave  Jack  Manro* 

Looking  through  the  wounded  men,  her  own  true 
love  did  fee  ; 

She  fays,  My  loving  comrade,  they  hay e  preferred  lyiej 
A  major's  commi©on  on  me  they  will  beftjpw, 
The  doctor  that  can  cure  yeu  fhall  be  paid  by  bold 
Munro. 
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She  called  for  a  minifter,  and  bade  them  ftep  afide, 
And  (he  would  call  them  up  agam  when  that  (he 

woo'd  her  bride  } 
It's  PllnQt  be  groom,  but  groom's  man  ril  be. 
For  I  never  will  be  married  till  my  Molly  I  do  fee. 

Shte  ftfipped  down  her  fngw  white  breafls  fpme  pri- 
vate mark  to  fllOWr 

Sayingv  Aickj  wont  you  marry  me,  O  dear  Jack,  don't 
ypu  J^ow. 

The  drums^they  did  beat,  and  the  trumpets  founded 
Jong, 

And  hoiri^ -to  England  ihsy  were  all  calPd  along. 

It*s  now  they're  landed  over,  the  people  went  to  fee, 
Sayingj  Y'o^der  conies  the  heroes  from  the  war^  pf 
Germany. 

As  they  were  walking  up  flreet  her  father  flie  did  , 
know, 

Saying,  Good  old  merchant,  i^iil  you  lift  with  Monro? 

I  have  nt)  time  to  tarry,  I  have  no  time  to  talk, 
But  I  do  not  like  that  vagabond  that  by  your  fide 
doth  walk  : 

It's  out  befpoke  her  mother,  J  had  a  daughter  fair. 
There's  not  a'-feature  in  your  face  but  does  refemble 
her* 

It's  now  they  have  got  married,  and  &e  lies  hy  his 
fide. 

The  officers  and  privates  begrudge  Jack  of  his  bride* 
Wherl  the  queen  ihe  heard  of  this  flie  laughed  heartily. 
Saying,  Here  is  five  hundred  guineas  Pii  give  to  this 
lady  ! 
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The  Blacksmith. 

A piakfeiith  you'll  own  is  fo  clever, 
And  great  in  the  world  is  his  place  ; 
Ai)d,th^  reaign  IVe  guefs'd,  why,  for  e^ver,  !- 

A  blackfrnith's  deferving  of  grace.t 
Great  lawyers^  who  plead  and  wholpreaGh;*^^^ 

While  many  good  cauies^  they  tftar;' 
May  yield  to  the  felackteilfh  tti  t^^^      ^  ^  • 
Fur  he  labours  Jiill  more^t thg ^1^^^ 
Sing,  F:il  3e  la,  &c. 

.     .  -  ,.   ■  .  .  T 

When  great  men  do  wr<^ng  in  the  ftate,  •  ■ 

, The  .Comixions  try  hard  at  th^^'  polls  ) 
While  the  iilackfrnith,  as  certr^in  as  fate> 

And  if  rogues  put  their  name  to  a  draft, 
Thi.  law  for  thxfir  hanging  Avili  «teQze  I 

Bii^  biackfmith^  are  free  from  all  craft. 
And  inay  forgf  \\^^?^\jr^ch  as  tliey  pleafe* 

The  vices  of  trade  he  holds  cheap, 

'  An<i  laughs  at  the  world  as  it  falls, 
Foir,  fpite  of  the  pother  they  keep,  ^^.^  l 

They  can*t  make- a  imith  his  naijs'l,..^^/ 
And  if,  to  hiSipxaife  be  it  (poke,  {fco 

To  raife  him  ftill  higher  and  higher. 
You  may,  and  without  any  joke^ 

All  he  gets  is  got  out  oj  the  fire  ! 

Sing,  Fal  de  la,  &c. 


Then  let  blackfnQkhs;  be  taafted,^^^^^ 
For        may  k  alwia)^?;  b^,|aiji^  /^r^l 

Wh^n  a  |6f  m  iwnd'i' 

They  fnuft  hit  the  riglk^^i/ (?'  ih^  head* 

To  \^  mtql  ym*]\  End  him  ftill  true  ; 
Since  Vwq  hammered  hit  hi/ipr^.  out^  . 
I  hope 'hvill  be7^;72^^r'<i  by  y^ 
Sing^  Fal  de  la,  &c. 

The  Tinkler. 

T^X-'r  -^t'id  -I'l^  his  boy,  'tis  ten  to  one  ; 
Here^s  pots,  to  mead  !  v^m  ftill  his  cry, 
^H^re'i^pp^  to  m^nd    alpud  bawl  I.  { 
^Have  ye  tin  potSvkettles,  or  cans, 
Coppers  to  foldj^r,  or  brafs  pans  ? 
Of  wives  my  dad  had  near  a  fcore, 
And  I  have  twic^  M^toany  nt^re  : 
And  >vhat^s  as  wonderful  as  true,   .  ,  % 
.M^^ddy  was  the  Lord--r(upon  my  foul 
hf  waa)  lh^.L0rd  knows  who  i  i 
Tan  ra»  t^,  tan  ran  tan  tan,  - 
F0f'pof -or  can,  oh  !  Tm  your  man. 

^^;@tt3e^l'  in^  budget  fnug  had  got 
A^b^frn-door  cap@n,  and  what  not : 
Ji^lj^s^gQts  tQ-jcnend  !  I  cried  along, 
Here*s  pots  to  mend !  was  ftill  ray  fong. 
At  yiijage  wake-^oh  1  cur fe  his  throat, 
The  cock  crow*d  but  (b  loud  a  not^. 


The  folk  in  cluftcrs  flock*^  around. 
They  feizM  my  budget,  in  it  foufid 
Thfef  irock,  a  gamfribn,  peafe  and  ^eafe, 
Bfeftdes  a  jolly  titiker— (yes,  by  the  Lord)ja 
tinker's  ways  and  means.  ^ 
^  -  *  ^Tan^^r^^  tari,  &^c^ 

Like  dad^^^^en  1  to  quarters  come, 
For  want  of  cafli  the  folks  f  hum. 
Here's  kettles  to  mend !  bring  me  fome  beer. 
The  landlord  cries.  You'll  get  none  here  ! 
You  tinkering  dog^  pay  what  jqu  Qwe# 
In  ragef  iqueeze  mni  'gatnft  the  ddor, 
Atid  with  his  back  rub  off  the  fcore^  ' 
At  his  expenfe  '^^e' drown  all  ft  rife,  ;  ] 
For  which  I  pf-aife  the?  laiidloM  (could  4 
do  lefs  than  praife)  the  l^ridfot-d^s  "S^ihl 
Tan  ran  tan.  &c.   '  ^ 

J  Gobbler  there  was^  b^^]  i  bxin 

Cobbler  there  was,  and  he  Jiy'd  in  a  ftall,  , 
^WMicK  fervM  hiiii  for  parlour,^^fo  hall  ; 

No  cbiii^  in  hi$  pock^t^  not  csktt  in  his  pa^e. 
No  ambition  kad  he,  nor  duns  at  his  gate, 

Derry  down,  dowaj  down,  derr^f  down. 
Contented  he  work'd,  and  he  thought  himfelf  happy, 
If  at  night  he  could  purchafe  ^  jug  of  brown  nappy  ; 
How  he'd, laugh  then;  alid  whiiUe,  and  fing .tOJOj moft 

Saying^^uft  to  a  hair  1  have  lii^^bdth  eft^^rifeet 
Bt^^^l?^,  the  diftiuber  of  lAgh       hi \cr^^ 
That  flio^rs  at  the  p^aiaKt  as  w^J  as  the  btmi  j 
He  lhat  tb«  poor;p<5>bbjer  quite  tbT&agh  tb^^ 
I  wift  he  had  hit  fome  more  ignoble  part, 
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It  was  from  a  cellar  this  Archer  jdid  play^ 
Where  a  burohv  yout^  daifnfel  centtnttally  lay; 
Her  eyes  ftione^/o  bright,  whea  fl*9  rbse  ev'ry  day. 
That  flje  (hot  the  poojr  cobbler  quite  cm  the  way. 

He  fung  her  love  fongs,^  as  he  fat  at  his  work, 
But  fte  was  as  har?i  as  a  Jew  or  a  Turk  : 
Whenever  he  fpake,  {he  would  flounce  &  would  Seer, 
Which  put  the  poor  cobbler  quite  into  defpair. 

He  took  up  hi?  awl  that  he  had  in  the  world. 
And  to  make.away  with  himfelf  was  refoly'd : 
He  pierc'd  through  his  body,  iaftead  of  the  fole, 
So  the  cobbler  he  died,  and  the  bell  it  did  toll. 

And  noWf  in  goo^  will,  I  advife,  as  a  friend, 
All  cobblers  take  warnin'g,  by  this  cobbler^s  end; 
Keep  your  hearts  out  of  love— for  we  find,  by  what^s 
paft, 

Tfeat  love  brings  us  all  to  an  end  at  the  laft* 

Maggy  Lauder. 

%  ^THA.  wad  na  be  in  love 

bonny  RIaggy  Lauder  ?  . 
A  pipet  met  her  gaun  to  Fife^ 

And  fpier*d  what  was't  they  ca*d  her  : 
Right  fcornfuUy  fhe  anfwer'd  hini, 

Begone,  you  hallanfhaker ! 
Jog  on  your  gait,  ybu  bladderfkate ! 
>    My  name  is  Maggy  Lauder. 

Maggy,  quoth  he,  and  by  my  bags, 
Tni  fid^Wg^  f^ij?  to  fee  thee  ! 

Sit  doiiirii  by  irie,  my  bonny  bird, 
In  troth  I  vtfinna  ftefer  thefe. 


For  Vtn  a  piper  ta  iiiy  trade^ 

My  naiT^e  is  Rob  the  Ranter, 
The  iaffes  lowp  as  they  were  daft, 

When  I  blaw  up  my  chanter. 

Piper,  quoth  Meg,  hae  yoti  your  bags, 

,  vGr  is  your  drone  in  order  ; 

If  you  be  Rob,  Pve  heard  of  you, 

Live  you  upO'  the  border  : 
The  •lalfeS'  a\  baith  far  and  near, 

HiJve  h^ard  of  Rdb  the  Ranter  ; 
ni  fti'ake  my  foot  wi*^  right  good  will, 

Gif  you'll  blaw  up  your  thanter. 

Then  to  his  bags  he  flew  wi*  fpeed, 

About  the  drone  he  twisted  ; 
Meg  up  and  wallop*d  o'er  the  green, 

For  brawly  ihe  could  friikit. 
Weel  done,  quoth  he  j  play  up,  guoth  flie, 
^  Well  bdbb'd,  quoth  Rob  the  Ranter, 
'Tis  worth  my  while  to  play  ind^A;  ^ 

When  r  hae  fic  a  dancer.         ^  ^ 

. ..   :  ■    ^  >^ 

Weel  hae  you  play'd  your  part,  quoth  Meg, 

YpjLir  cheeks  are  jike  the  crimlbn  j 
There's  nane  jh  Scotland  plays  fae  weel, 

Since  w^e  ioil  H^bby  Sirnfon  :  ^ 
Fve  liv'diin  Fifej  bajth  maid  and  wiie^ 

These  ten  years  arid  a  quarter  ;  ; 
Gin  ye  ihould  come  to  Anfte^^ 

Speir  ye  for  Mag|y  Lc^uder.  ^ 


Nobody  coming  to  Marry  me,  v.  .  * 

LAST  night  the  dogs  did  barkj' 
I  went  to  the  gate  to  fee, 
^,^^  ^^hen  ev'r^ 

But  nobody  comes  to  me. 

And  it's  oh!  dear,  what  will  become  of  me? 
3    Oh !  dear,  what  Ihalli  I  ,do  ? 
Nobody  coming  to  marry  me. 
Nobody -coming  to  woo. 

My  father's  a  heidger  and  ditcher. 
My  mother  does  nothing  but  ipin  j  ? 

And  r  am  a  pretty  young  girl. 

But  the  money  coxties  flowiy  in. 
eg^ciaq  'v  And  it's  oh  1  dedr,  &c« 

^SFfodylrfay  I  am  beauteous  and  f^ir^ 

I  hey  iky  I  am  fcornful  atid  ^old,  '  ^ 
Alas  !  I  muft  now  defpair, 

For  ah  !  l  am  grown  very  old. 

And  it's  oh  J  dear,  &c. 

And  now  I  muft  die  an  old  maid, 

Oh  dear,  how  fliocking  the  thought ! 

And  all  my  beauty  muft  fade, 
But  I'lp  fure  it*s  not  my  fault,  r 

And  it's  oh !  dear,  &Ct 


:J4 

0  what  can  the  matter  be. 

O DEAR,  what  can  the  matter  be, 
^  O  ^hMcg^n  th^  matter  be. 
Dear,  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be, 
Johnny's  fo  long  at  the  fair  ? 

He  promised  he'd  buy  me  a  fairing  fliGuld 
pleafe  me. 

And  then  for  a  kifs,  O  he  vow'd  he  would 
teaze  rne; 

He  promised  he 'd  bring  me  a  bunch  of  blue 
ribbons, 

To  tie  up  my  bonny  brown  hair. 

O  dear  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 

O  what  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Dear,  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be, 

Johnny's  fa  Ifng  at  the  fair  ? 

Hepromis'd  heM  buy  me  a  baiket  of  pofies, 
A  garland  of  lilies,  a  garland  of  roses, 
A  little  ftraw  hat  to  fet  off  the  blue  ribbons. 
That  tie  up  ttiy  bonny  brown  hair. 

Muirland  Willie* 

HARKEN  and  i  will  tell  you  how 
Young  muirland  Willie  came  to  woo, 
Tho'  he  could  neither  fay  not  do  ; 

The  truth  I  tell  to  you. 
But  ay  he  cries',  Whatever  betide, 
Maggy  I'sfe  hae  her  to  be  my  bride, 

With  a  U\,  dal,  &c. 


On  his^grey  ]fafd  a^^  nde^ 
Wi'  Ai^k  and  piftol  by  bis  fide. 
He  prick'd  heron  wiVmiekle  pride, 

Wi'  mieide  mirth  and  glee^ 
Out  o'er  yon  mofs,  oCst  o'er  yon  moor 
TilMie  am^  to  her  daddy's  door, 

\Tith  a  fal,  dal,  &c, 

Gb^tfni'^tt,  quoth  he.  be  ye  Within  ? 
I'm  come  your  doughter's  love  to  win, 
1  c^rena  for  making  miekle  din  : 
♦r^^Wiat  anftv^r  gi'e  ye  me  ? 
"^ow,  A?«^boerv  quo'  he.  would  ye  light  down^ 
gie  ydu  my  doughter's  love  to  win, 
'  With  a  fal,  dal,  &€. 

Now,  wooer,  fin  ye  are  lighted  down. 
Where  do  ye  won  5  or  in  what  town  ; 
Lthink  my  doughter  winna  gloom 

On  fic  a  lad  as  ye. 
,Tt^e,^^poer  he  ftepp'd  into  the  house, 
'  And  wow  but  he  Was  wondrous  croufej^ 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c. 

I  have  three  owfen  in  the  pleugh, 

Twa  gude  ga'en  yades,  and  gear  enough^ 

The  pilac6  they  ca'  it  Cadeneugh  j 

I  (corn  to  fell  a  lie  : 
Beifidk;,  I  hae  frae  the  great  laird, 
A  peat-pat)  and  a  lang  kaiUyard, 

With  a  fal,  dal,  &c- 
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The  maid  put  on  ber.  kir^  : 
She  was  tlie  bfaweft  iq  a^the  tpw^^^  j  / 
I  wat  on  him  ihe  didna  gloom,    ;  -  ^  q 

But  'blinket  banniiie. 
The  lovjer  lie  ftended  up,  in  h;|^le,  ?  ( 

And  gripped  her  hard  about  the  waift,;:  :  1 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c. 

To  win  your  love,  maid,  I'm  coipe  ,h9|:e|j)  1 
Tm  young  and  hae  enough  p*  g^ar^  \ 
Aiid'jfbr  myfel^you  needna  fe.ar,  1  "      ■  J 

Troth  try  me  vyhan  you'like,  [chow. 
He  took  aff  his  bonnet,  and  ,fpat  out^  tas  ] 
j?Vdighted  his  gab,  and  he  prie'^  her  m6u\  j 
With  a  f^l,  dal,  &c.' 

The  maiden  blufh'd  and  bing'd  fu*  law,/  |  j\ 
She^hadna  will  to  iay  Km  na,  '  ,  .  li-^  I  v 
But  to  hfer  daddy  ftie  left  It  i'i      '   — ^'T  f 

As  they  twi  coiild  agree.  -  ^  I 

The  lover  he  gae  her  the  tither  kifs,  \  ^ 

Syne  ran  to  hef  daddy  and  tell'd  him  this^j 
With  a  fal,  dalj  8ic.'  ^  | 

Your  doughtei;  wadna  fay  me  na,  i 
But  to  yoiirfel' file's  left  it  a*,  ;  '  \i 

As  we  could 'gree  between  us  twa  ;  ^[ 

Say,  what'll  ye  gie  me  wi*  her? 
Now,  wooer,  quo'  he,  I  hae  nap  meikle^^^r  ^ 
But  fic*s  I  hae,  ye's  2;et  a  pickle.  a 
With  a  ai,  daV^c;  ' 
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A  kilnfu'  of  corn  I'll  gie  to  thee, 
Three  foums  of  fheep,  twa  good  miik  kye 
Ye*s  hae  the  wedding  dinner  free; 

Troth  I  dow  do  nae  mair. 
Content,  quo*  he,  a  bargain  be't. 
Vm  far  frae  hame^  mak  Mfte,  let's  do't. 
With  a  fal,  dal,  &c, 

Therbridal-day  it  came  to  pals, 
Wi*  mony  a  blithfome  lad  and  iais  j 
But  ficken  a  day  there  never  was, 

Sic  mirth  was  never  feen.  , 
This  .w.infoaie.  coiiple  itraked  hands, 
Mefs  John  ty'd  up  the  marriage-bands, 
With  a  fal,  dal,  ^^c. 

And  our  bride's  maidens  were  na  fe\¥, 
Wi'  tap-knots,  lug-knots  a*  in  blue, 
Frae  tap  to  tae  diey  were  braw  new, 

And  blinkit  bonnilie. 
Their  toys  and  routGhes  were  fie  clean, 
They  glanced  in  our  ladses  een. 

With  "a  fa!,  dal.  &c. 

Sic  hirdum,  dirdum,  and  fic  din, 
Wi'  he  o*er  her,  and  (he  o*er  him  ; 
The  minstrels  they  did  never  bliii*, 

Wi*  mickle  i^irch  aad  glee. 
And  ay  they  bobbit,  and  ay  they  beck't, 
And  ay  their  wames  together  met, 

'    ^  With  a      dal,  &c/ 


The  'Ba/hm  Wooer. 

WhENE'EH  ye  come#^#6b  rne;  ToR^ 
Dunnet  at  the  window  tap. 
Or  cough,  or  heirij  or  gi'e  a  clap. 
To  let  my^  father  hear,  man  t        '  ^ 
He's  auld,  and  fealM,  and  wants  his  fleep, 
Sae  by  the  hallen  faftly  creep, 
Ye  need  na  watch,  arid  glowre,  and  ^^^1 
ril  naeet  ye,  never  fear?  man. 

If  a  laffie  ye  wou'd  win,  * 
Be  cheerfu'  ever,  baftxfu'  never; 

Ilka  Jock  may  get  a  Jean, 
If  he  has  fenfe  to  try,  man. 

Whene'er  we  at  the  market  meet, 
Dunnet  luik  hke  yen  haif  daft, 
Or  talk  about  the  cauld  or  heat, 
As  ye  were  weather-wife^  n^aa  : 
Hod  up  your  head,  and  bauldly  fpeak, 
And  keep  the  biufhes  frae  yer  cheek  ; 
For,  he  wha  hes  his  teale  to  feek. 
We  faffes  a'  defpife,  man. 

If  a  laffie,  &c. 

I  met  ye  lately^  a*  yer  leane, 

Ye  feem'd  like  yen  ftowri  frae  the  dead 
Yer  teeth  e'en  chattered  i'  yer  head, 
But  ne'er  a  word  o'  luive,  man  j 
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I  fpakj  ye  luik*d  anudder  way. 
Then  trimmerd  as  ye'4  go^  a  fl^y? 
And  owre  yer  ftpulder  cried ,  *  guid  day 
Nor  yence  to  win  me  ftruive,  man. 

If  a  laffie,  &c» 

My  aunty  left  me  threefcwore  pun, 
But  de*ii  a  yen  o£  a'  the  nien. 
Till  then,  did  bare-legged  Elcy  ken. 
Or  care  a  ftree  for  me.  man  : 
Wow,  tiggia  at  me  fuin  and  late, 
They're  cleekin  but  the  yellow  bait ; 
Yet,  mind  tne,  Tom,  1  needn't  wait, 
When  I  ha'e  choice  o'  three,  man. 

If  a  laffie,  &c. 

There  lives  a  lad  on  yonder  muir, 
He  hes  nate  faut  but  yen— he's  puir  j 
Whene'er  we  meet,  wi*  kiffes  fweet, 
He's  like  to  be  my  deeth,  man : 
And  there's  a  lad  ahint  yon  trees. 
Wad  weade  for  me  abuin  the  knees  : 
Sae  tell  yor  mind;  or,  if  you  pleafe, 
Nae  langer  fafli  us  beath,  man. 

If  a  laflie^  kc. 

Sally  Gray. 

COME,  Deavie.  ril>:pU  rh^.e  a  fecret, 
But  tou  n  ;  breaflj 
I  wadent  for  a'  xJ 

It  com  to  the  ears  of  the  ac^ 
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Now  rU  hod  tee  a  bit  ql  a  weager J  T  -  '   ^  U 

A  groat  to  Ihy  tuppetts  I'll  lay, 
Tou  cannot  guefs  whee  I's  in  luive  Wi*,  Tt 

And  nobbet  keep  off  Sally^  Gray. 

There's  Cumwhitton,  Cuinwhinton,  Cum- 

ranton,  ^  ^ 

Cumrangen  Cumrew,  and  CumcatcH  ^' 
And  mony  mair  cum*s    the  country,  ; 

But  nin  \vV  Cumdivock  can  match  :  Q 
It's  fae  neyce  to  luik  owre  the  black  pafture, 

The  fells  abuin  a',  far  away—  \^ 
There  is  nee  fee  place,  nit  in  England, 

For  there  lives  the  fweet  Sally  Gray.  ^ 

I  was  febenteen  laft  Gollop  Monday,  j 
'  And  file's  juft  the  verra  feame  yage  ;  Tl 
For  ae  kiis  o'  the  fweet  lips  o*  Sally 

Fd  freely  give  up  a  year's  wage  ;  i  Tl 

For  in  lang  winter  neets,  when-(he*s  ipinnin, 

And  iinging  about  Jemmy  Gay, 
I  keek  by  the  hay-ttack,  and  liffen, 

For  fain  wad  I  (ee  Sally  Gray. 

Had  tou  feen  her  at  kirk,  man,  laft  Sunday, 

Tou  cu'dn't  hae  tiiought  o'  the  text  {  \  0 
But  (he  (at  neift  to  ['om  o'  the  Lonnin,  ; 

Tou  may  think  that  meademe  quite  vext. 
Then  I  pafs'd  h  r  gawn  owre  the  lang.., 

meedow^  | 

Says  I,  Here's  a  catiny  wet  day  1'  '  .  ^ 
I  wad  hae  laid  mair,  but  how  cou'd  e,  \ 

When  luiken  at  fweet  Sally  Gray  ! 
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And  hear  a*  hk  cTacks  and  his  jwok^^  t  ^ 
The  dumb  v^fe  wa^  telUa*  their  fortuVi^s* 

What !  I  mud  be  like  othtr  fwokes  ' 
Wi*  chalk^  pft  a  p^ir  pf  a  bellows. 

Twee  letters  (he  meatd^  in  her  way  :  : 
S  means  ^^my  the  wide  warl  owre. 

And  C  ftaads  for  nought  eife  but  Gray. 

O  was  I  but  Iword  o*  th^  manor, 

A  nabob,  oir  parliament  ban. 
What  thoufands  on  thoufands  Td  gi'e  her^ 

Wad  fhe  nobbit  gie  me  her  han  1 
A  cwoach  and  fix  horfes  I'd  buy  her, 

And  gar  .fwok  ftan  out  of  the  way : 
Then  Fd  lowp  up  behint,  like  a  footman-—^ 

Oh!  the  warl  for  my  fweet  Sally  Gray, 

They  itiay  brag  o'  their  fey ne  G|irel  laffes. 

Their  feathers,  their  durtment  and  leaice^ 
God  helf^ thciti' I  peer  death  luikihg  bodies 

Without  a  bit  reed  o*  their  feace  ! 
Bat  SaUfs  juft  tike  allj^Wafter,  /  ' 

Her  cheeks  are  twee  rwofe-buds  in  Ma^— « 
O  lad  1  I  GGu'd  fit  here  for  ever. 

And  talk  about  fweet  Sally  Gray, 

Banks  of  Shannon*  i 

ITN  fummer  when  the  leaves  were  greets. 

And  bloffoms  decked  each  tree, 
^oung  Teddy  then  declared  his  lov^^ 
His  artlefs  love  to  me/ 
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On  Shannoa's  flowary  bgnk?      fei,?  v     ^  ; 
And  there  he  told  his  tale  : 
Oh,;Patty !  fbfteft  of  thy  fex,  r 
Oh,  let  fond  iQye  prevail ! 

Ah,  well^a-day !  ym  fee  nae  pine^  '^^^ 

In  fQirrow  and  dtespair,  !  59v/T 

Yet  heed  me  not— then  let  m^  ^i^,  8 

And  end  my  grief  and  cafei^* 
«  Ah,  no,  d^j:  jpii^  V'  I  ^ffiyiaid,  ,  ..^  q 

"  Such  lore  de^pii^ds  my  tf^anJlj:? ; 
An<i  here  I  v©w  eternal  truth  ; 

On  Shannan's  flowery  feanks/* 

And  tjien  we  v6W*d  eternal  truth 

On  Shannonfs  fljowery  banks. 
And  then  w«  gather-d  fm^eiste^  flowdrs 
.  And  played  luch  artlefe  pranks^:'  dO 
Biitj  Woeisme  !  the  py^ft-^angr  Car^^ 

And  forc'd  my  Ned  away, 
Jtift  when  he  named  next  mprnipg  fair  > 

To  be  our  we(4ding  day. 

*^  My  love/'  he  cried,  *^they  f<^rj^e.n(?g 
_^ut  ftxU  my  heart  is  tl^m^  r 
All  peace      yours,  my  gentie  Pat, 

While  \^  afa4  toil  is^ 
With  riches  V\l  return  to  thee,'* 

I  fobb'd  out  words  of  tbaiiks, 
A^  then  ly^e  vow'd  eternal  truth, 
^  On  Shannon's  flowery  banks. 

Andjthen  we  Yow'd  eternal  truth, 
On  Shannon's  flow/ry  banks, 


And  then  t  faw  hitti  fail  away, 

Andjoin  the  hoftile  ranks.  j 
From  morn  to  eve,  full  twelve  dull  months 

His  abfence  fad  I  mournM  ; 
The  peace  was  made,  the  (hip  came  back^ 

But  Teddy  ne'er  ret^urnM  ! 

His  beauteous  face  and  manly  form 

Has  won  a  nobler  fair  : 
My  Teddy's  falfe,  and  I,  forlorn, 

Muft  die  in  fad  defpair. 
Ye  gende  maidens,  fee  me  laid, 

While  you  ftand  round  in  ranks  5 
And  plant  a  willow  o'er  my  head, 
;  On  Shannon's  flowery  banks* 

The  Maid  of  C4ajiille* 

QH  remember  the  tinxe  'n\  La  Mancha's  fhadle^i  \ 
When  pur  monitiiU  fo  blif^^^ 
When  yon  calPd  me  th^  flower  of  Caftilian  maids,  ^ 

And  I  bliifc'd  to  be  c^ll'd.ib  by  you. 
When  you  taught  me  £0  warble  the  gay  Segindillej 

And  to  daace  to  the  light  caftinett^. 
Oh  never,  dear  youth,  let  you  roan^i  where  you  wjil, 
The  delight  of  thofe  moments  forget. 

They  tell  me,  you  lovers  from  Erin*s  green  iflei 

Ev^ry  hour  a  new  paffion  can  feel, 
And  that  oft,  in  the  light  of  fbme  lovelier  fmile^  D 

You^U  forget  the  poor  maid  of  Gaftille* 
But  they  know  not  how  brave  \xk  the  battle  you  are?, 

Or  they  never  could  think  you  would  rove  ;  a  ni 
For  'tis  always  the  fptrit  moft  gallant  in  war, 
'  That'5  the  fondeft  and  trued  in  love. 
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*T*^HE  trees  feemtofadeias  thedear  %0tf'myfei^ittg, 

And  fee  the  lov*d  cottage,  all  finking  in  ruin,  : 
The  cpttage  of  pwe  and^  .  » 

Poor  0atdi  was  merciful/  honeft/ and  cheerly,  ; 

His  friends  were  his  iife^'for  he  valued  theixi  dearly. 

And  his  fweet  daik  ey    Zeida,  he  lov'd  her  rincereiy:^^ 
Hard       We  fate  of  pdor  'Sadi  the  Moon' 

As  Sadi  was  toiling,  his;^elda  was  near  hii^'j 

His  children: weri^  foiling  xind-praifctl'ing  before, 
Wh^n  the  pirates  appear^  from  bis  true  love  they  tear 

And  drag  to  the  vend  pppr  Sadt-, the  Moor. 
The  forlorn  one  raV'd  Ioudly,  'her  loft  hulband  feeking, 
His  children  and  iii^nds  at  a  did ance  were  (KriekirigV 
Poor  Sadi  cried  ovi?,  while  his  fad:i^^atrt'W.a^  ireakifig, 

Pity  the  forrows  of  poor  Sadi  the  Mooii 

In  fpite  of  his  plaint  to  the  galley^ th^y  bore  him^ 
Mis  children  and  Zelda  to  mcurn  and  deplore . 
Al^flferii  from  his  fe^ridi  flti^feefs  they  tote  him,  ^ 
And  with  BliSws  hardly  trea'tffd  poor  Sadi  tfe  Mooh 
At  mght  tip  afefti  while  the  ftili  iil^©n  was  clouding 
The  thoaghts^ef^  hi'^  tfeiB^ir  on  Ms  wretched  iiiind 
crowding.,-   '  '  '''''' 

He  heav'd  a  laft  figh*  ^  fell  dead  from  the  ftrouding. 
^  The  fe^  was  the  grave  of  poor  Sadi  the  Moor.  " 

How  Hard  is  the  Fate. 

H«©  W'  hard  is. the  fat^  of  all'  women-kind,  1* 
For  ever  fabjeGted,  fbr^pwrxenfia'd  : 
Our  parents  controni  us  until  ^eatfe  wives. 
Our  husbands  contrmil  u&  tthe  reft  6f  cur  iivMs* 
,T^ho!  fondly  we  lovei  yet  we  dare  not  reveal; ; 
In  (ecret  we  languid,  compelPd  to  conceal  : 
Deny'd.  ev^ry  freedom  of  life ito  enjoy,  <  [coy. 
We're  fcorn'd  if  we're  kind,  arid  we're  blamed  if  iw^e're 
FINIS. 


